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The A RG UMENT. 


Mx LIND A, enraged at the Falſhoed 


of MooRE, retires diſtonſolate to 4 
Deſart, unable to bear the Triumphs of her 
Rival MARGERY (now Lady MO ORT) who 
from the meekeſt of Creatures, if fo elevated 
with her prefent Grandeur, that ſhe becomes a 
very Virago, a worſe Plague than the Dragon ; 
and leads ber Husthand ſucha confounded Life, 
that he runs away from her on the veryWWedding- 
Night, and flies, for Quiet-ſake, to the De- 
fart ; where meeting with MA,UXALINDA, 
, they renew their former Loves, and grow 
* fonderthan ever. Lady MOORE purſues them 
wit.) the utmoſt Fury, ſurprizes them tt” 
the beight of their Endeerments, and ſends 
Rave, XALINDAZo Priſcn, MOORE makes 4 
ſecond E lopement, and ſends GUB BINS tove- 
leaſe MACXALINDA ; which being done, 
GUBBINS, who has long loved her in ſecret, 
fourts ber, and gains her Conſemt, MOORE 


wants 


The ARGUMENT. 


wants to renew his former 8 with 
MAUXALINDA, but is "eps 4 by ber, end fu- 
4 rionfly attack'd by bi Lady : After 4 ſmart. 
|  . * Scolding-Bout they make it ap. Moors is 
| ' friends with bis Lady; Guis Ns if married 
1% MAUXALINDA; and the Opera concludes, 
according to the Cuſtom of all Operas, with 
the general Reconciliation of all Parties, W 
matter how aura, improbable, or Tidiculong. 
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DaAMATISs PERSONA. 


Moore of Moore-Hall, | Mr. SALWAY. 


e eee, Je. LAGUERRE. 


Lady Moote, 
Margery Gu bing 0) Mes LAN PE. 


Mauxalinda, 8 Miſs Exrux x Vo. 
Herald, © Mr. REINKOLD. 
Firſt Gueſt, : | Mr. RoßrRTS. 


CHORUS of Prieſts, Hunt ſmen, Gueſts, 


&c. Conſtable, Failor, Purſuivants, 
Guards, and other Attendants. 


s EN E, Yorkſhire. 


= 
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WorſePlague than the Da Acox. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 

A Magni Temple /mely illumi- 
nated, a great Number of Prieſts, 
Chori/ters, &c. Bride-Men, Bride- 

' Maids, &c. &c. Moore and his 
Lady Gubbins,G«e/ts,Guards,and 

_other Attendants, &c. &c. &c. 


CHORUS. 


Triumph Valor, trizmph Beanty, 
Fortune now has done its Duty. 
8 RIcITraT Ie. 
Moore. FISTS O W to Moore-Hall, my 
N a * let's haſte away, 
= © = To celebrate this 
=. 1 Nuptial-Day. rr 
Cho. Triumph, Valour, &c. [ Exeunt, 
Tn hl SCENE 


* 


(10) 


er "SCENE 1. 4 Dea 1 
Maura TIx DA /ole. 


1 


— . Moore, and my too happy Rival flown, 
Poor Mauxalinda wanders here alone. 


Their Bridal Joys are worſe than Death to me. 
Alas! how ee i my Deſtiny! *- 


AIR. 


. The Swain 1 adore has undone Wim 
"He wo0'd me until he had won me: © 


. He courted ma, ſure, but to ſhun me, - - 
And now from bis Arms am I throws. 


- Come Death, from Diftration relieve 0: 
Cold Earth to thy Boſom recerve ne; * 
Come thou who /0 baſely contd'ſt leave we, 
Aud — kind * ear on * Stone. 


SCENE III Moore-Hall: 


Mook and bis Lady, G UBBINS, Gueſts,&c. 
An Entertainment of Dancing; after 
which, _ Herald, Parſurvants, Kc. 


Herald. Moſt puiſſant Moore Our Sovereign 
Lord the King 
— reli your Fame, which far and ncar doth 
* ring. 
| Sends you this Takenf his Royal Bounty, 


5 on 4 ers Helmet. 
And 


- 


(tt) 


And makes you Lord-Licutcnant of the 


County: | 
A Dragon paſſent guardaxt is your Arms. 
And hearing of your Conſort's peerlcis 
Charms, wat.) 4 | 
Invites to Court both you and Lady 4/oore, 
Where he has farther Honours yet in ſtore. 
Moore. My kind Love to his ey, 5 15 I pray: 
We'll juſt keep Honey-moon, en away. 
* W [Exit Herald, &c. 
Moore. How comes it Mauxalinga is not here, 


"IT the Company. 
To grace our Nuptial partake our Cheer ? 
9 in Manners, you might longer 


Y; | 

Can't you forget her on you Wedding-Day ? 

Ungrateful, — _—_— | 

. — Daughter, ſet Fears aſide, 

For Mauxalinda, with Rage and Pride; 
Has, in a Hurry, pack'd up all her Things, 
Her Cloaths, her Money, nay, her three 

Gold Rings, 
And went away this Morning by the Carrier. 

Moore. She's a ſmart Girl, ſome London 


may marry her, 


B 2 AIR, 
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Al R. | 
Thus the Damſel young and eres 9% 
Onits the Country with Diſdain, 


| Nob a Trip to London City, 
obler Conqueſls to obtain. 


There fhe Prudes it ſo demurely, 
And ſo well diſplays ber Charms, 

| Thar | ſome — moſt ſecurely , 
He allures into her Arms, 


Lady. All this is meer Contrivance and Deccit: 
With half an Eye 1 can ſec through the 
2 fie 4 + a 
Go, Cuckeldly Cull, 
Hollow Sour Trull, 
I'm not to he made ſuch a To. 
Sir Knight, I'm your Wife, 
Asad, during my Life, © 
Tour W or ſhip 2 fnd me 10 Fool, 


Moore. I'm all Surprize | What means this ſud- 


den Change ! 
"Tis wond'rous odd | 
Gub — Tis more than odd, tis ſtrange ! 
Moore. Speak to her, Sir — 
Gus. Not I, upon my Life: 
'Tis — medling betwixt Man and 
Wiſo. | 


AIR, 


#4 


* 


2 
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Moore. Why is my deareſt Dear ſocroſs to me? 
I wou'd not be ſo to my Margery. 
Lady. It might be Marg ry Gubbins heretofore ; 
Bur now I'll make you know I'm Lady 
More. a [ Srrutting. 
Moore. Why ſo thou art: — But yet I hope, 
my Dear, . [Coaximg 
If thou art Cap, I may be Button here. 
Lady. You think you're Maſter now; but that 
won't do, 
I tell you, rn be Cap and Button too. 
Moore, My Anger riſes: Woman, have a care! 
Lady. ſcorn your Anger — Strike me if you 


dare ! 
A1R, 
Tow! Tow ! Tou! 
Coxcomb! Blockhead! Numpshkull! Nizey ! 


1 defy you! I deſpiſe you / 
%, Do: Do! — ([ExiÞLad. 
Moore. Are theſe the Joys of Wedlock! This 
the Liſe 
A Man muſt lead with an outrageous Wiſe ? 
Gub, Son] keepyour Temper ; — Let her have 
her Way, 
Brides know their Power on their Wedding- 
Day. The 


fo 4 5 ' 
(74) 
The Joys they give us wou'd be too com- 
eat, 
1 not ſome Bitter mingle with the Sweet. 
This is ſome female Flight, ſome jealous Fit. 
Moore. You ſee, my Friends, bow 'tis; — I 
muſt ſubmit. 


AIR. 
Jo Hercules of old, 
Da Valiant and the Bold, (rue, 
Who made the fierce Giants and Monſters to 
Was forc'd to rock and reel, 
| And turn the Spinning-Wheel; 
So much cou'd a Woman his Paſſion ſubdue. 
So Hercules, Sc. [Exit. 


Gub. Farewell, Moore-Hall, thou art no Place 
for Stay : 


O, Friends! this is a diſmal Wedding. Day 


Melancholy CHORUS. 
©. 0b ad! oh fr 


Oh doleful — of 1 
. &c. [ Exeunt Omnes. 


ACT 


tas) 
ACT I. SCENE L 
| A Deſart. © 


at Mook /olus. | 
F*** Moore-Hall—- 1 now bare broke 
| my Chain, 

I never more will darken thee again... (Devil; 
This Woman has a Spitit wou'd' ſcare the 
Tygers and Wolyes, compar'd to her, are civil. 
Alas! what mighty Deeds have I to brag on? 
Im more afraid of her, than of the Dragon. 
Sooner in Deſarts with wild Beafts I'll dwell, 
Than with that Wife, who makes my Home 

2 Hell. 


AIR. 
Was ever Man ſo mach derev? 
Can ever Woman be believ'd ? 
I thought my Love 
4 Turtle-Dove, 
And dream'd of endleſs Charms 
But now Pre gor, 
O curſed Lot 
A Dragon ro my Arms. 
Vet ever, &c. 
Manx. 


689 
Maux. Cruel Swain !— | Behind the Scenes. 
Moore. What tender , plaintive Sounds inyade 

my Ear ? 

Sufe Melahdholy's elf inhabits here: 
Approach, ſweet W. erbler ] thou perhaps 
may ſt 1 (me; 
Some eaſy cred ſous Wretch, deceiy'd like 
- Fllinot obſtrutt, but liſten to thy Moan,” 


Then _ with * r 
un, n 1 
:[Retirea th @ Grner of he's rage: 


ie 221 04 big mod D 
40 Bt + Enter Musste. by 
cogent ei. d 1 * 
8 ee e, f, ab; 4 
Ih to lonely Shades betake me, 
Like the mournful Turtle Dove. 


While my Fondueſ you're diſdaining, 


Faithful ſfill in ſoft complaining, 
Tli lament * hapleſs Love. 


en Swain, Kc. 


AD abs WY 
Moore, My Mauxalinds - '.O tranſ I 
Sight ! | 
Come to my Arms, on Thesis of Delight, 


— to — ber, ſhe flies back. 


Manx. 


6 y 
Maur. What tiew Deviee is this, to mock my 
Gurl? - |; | 
Experience now has baniſh'd all Belicf. 
Moore. 1 own my Crime; O pardon my Of- 
ſence; 

I'm all Conſuſion, Shame and Penitence. | 
| | Kneeling. 
Men. O Moore! I loy'd you as 1 did my 

Life | 
1d fain belieye you, but you ve got a Wife. 
Moore. Oh! name her Not. With thee, my 
Love, III fly 
Far as the vtmoſt Verge of Earth or Sky ) 
We'll trayerſe ev ry Sea, and ey'ry Shore, 
And ne'er approach that hated Object mote, 
|  DVUVETTO. ' 
Arend the wide World we will wander, 
Grow fonder, and fonder, and fond, 
Well cuddle together, 
To keep ont the Weather, 95 
And kiſs the cold Winter away. \ 


IW hen Sol's ſultry Heat does invade us, 
Green Offers and Willows ſhall ſhade us. 
; Teal chirrip and ſing | 
Lite Birds in the Spring, 
And frolick it all the long Day. 
Around, &c. | Exeunt. 
C SCENE 


(/ 18, ) 
(YT?) 
$4.6) 4 4 5 1 { wr 1 ("IF CITY. 


SCENE U  Gubbins's Howe 


dosis 44 Gueſt PT from Drinking. 


aft Gueſt, Thanks, noble ' Gubbine, for this 


Night's Repaſt:— 
I think we've fairly made it out at laſt. 


Gab. But why ſo haſty, why fo ſoon away ? 
Another Bottle will bring on the Day: A 


Ya 22:1 MI. 
Enter Lady Moons. PO 
Gub: What's this 1 ſee ?—"My Daughter! — 
Say, my Dear! yt vs 21% n H 
What brings thee thus:unſeaſonably here? 
How — r * ſo ſoon the Bridal 
Bed? | [Aid gbr. 
A Sigh. too! Nn Husband dead ? 
Lady. Oh! ten times worfe 1, 
Gub. —— How can that be? 
Lady. He's fed. 
Gub, What !. before Contanmation ? 
Lady. Ay, to my great Vexation. 


41 
o * 3% 


Gib. O Daughter, Daughter ! if 1 right « con- 


jecture, 
He ran away, to ſeape a Curtain- Lecture. 
Lady. 


( is ) 
Lady. No, he has Mauxalinda in his Mind: 
Now ſhe is gone, he cannot ſtay behind. 


AIR. 
Wretched is a Wife's Condition, 
When not Rage, or yet Submiſſion, 
Can reclaim her faithleſs Rover, 
Or to Virtue bring bim over, 


When ſbe ſees her ſelf neglefed, 

And ber Rival more reſpected, 

Oh / bow great muſt be her Anguiſh / 

IW ho can blame her then to languiſh. 
Wretched, &c. 


Sub. He's ſadly off; for ſhe, like thee, 1 fear, 
May have a Tongue too many for his Ear. 
Lady. Unhappy me! 1 came to be redreſt, 
And you, I ſee, make all my Wrongs your 
Jeſt: 
But I'll, through all the Courts of Law pur- 
ſue him; 
I'll rumage Hell it ſelf, but Ill undo him: 
I'll iſſue out Reward by Proclamation, 
And have him, if he's living in the Nation. 
| [Exit. 
Jab. Well ſaid, my Girl thy Mother's 
Daughter ſtill; 
She had a Tongue moſt exquiſitely ſhrill, 
(Horn ſounds. 
C 2 But 


&S, 


62990 


But hark! the jolly Hyntſman's * 


Gives Notice of approaching Morn : 

Let's loſe no Moment of Delight, 

But hunt all Day, as we haye drank all 
_ | | 


Come follow, brave NY to the Chace, 
For Morning breaks on us apace ; 

The Fogs and the Miſt diſappear, * 

The Dawn i delightfully clear. 


The Hounds are uncoupled, then haft and 


away, 


Ton ii boſe all apt pore; if Jos longer 4. 


44. 
15 hat, what 


are your Opera's to me, 


But Tweedlecum-Tweedlecum- twee: 


No Muſick, that's under the Sky, 


Can equal the Hiunds at full (y. 
. Thes a Fig for Italians, their Sqneak and 


their $ quawh, 


One true "Engliſh Sportſman ſball dumb- 


found "ths all. 
Ownes, Hiddow, &c. 
[Exennt. 


SCENE 


(n) 
SCENE I. The Deſarr. 
Mook? and MAUXALINDA embracing. 

DUETT O. 
Maux. By theſe Arms, that round thee twins 
Like the ever-circling Vine : 
By this tender ' fond Embrace, 
Nothing ſhall my Love efface. 
Moore. By the Neftar, whith I ! 


From thy ſift and raby Lip, © 
Never, never will 1 leave thee, | 


Never, never more deceive thee. 
Enter Lady Moo x s with Conflable, Guards, 
"Ke. and ſurprigzes em. 
Lady. 80, ſo, my pretty Turtles, are you 


there— 
I've caught you napping, as Moſs caught 
his Mare. 
Sir, that's your Priſoner — [To Conſtable. 
Take my Lady Stock, [To Maux. 
Make her beat Hemp. 1 chain her to the 
Block. 


{ Mauxalinda zs at off; Moore 
firives to follow, but is pre- 


vented by bis Lady. 
For 


Ell teach you to run ng aber Damp 


612) 


For, you, Sir Knigh Home, and 
mind your Duty; AE we. 


DUETTO. 


Lady: Oungrateful'' to deceive me, | 


Thus to rob me of Content. 

Moore. O moſt hateful! leave me, leave me, 
Da my Anger but augment. 

Lady. Faithleſs Traytor ! 

Moore. Plague of Nature 
Lady. Where's your Conſtience ? 
Moore. Cur ſe your Nonſenſe! 
Let me go, Let me go. (Struggling, 
Lady. _ vo, #0 ; No, no, no. 
O ungrateful, Nc. 


uV [Exevunt. 


— 


ACT III. SCENE We 


Gunzines Houſe." 
"Gonnins and Moors. 


Moore. CH, my here's been a moſt con- 
Mau xs in Hold, hd: you maſt bring he 
ans. -:-» | ' 4 zune 9 
As ſhe and I, like Turtles of a feather, 
Were cooing in the Wilderneſs together, 

My Lady came with Poſſe Compatus, 
And ſeut poor » Makxalinds to the Gate- 
houſe, _ + _- 
Gub, I cannot bear ſhe ſhould a Prifoner be—— 
I'll tear the Jail down, but I'll ſet her free 


LExit. 


Moons Eb. O 8 


Was ever Man ſo hamper'd with a Wife? 
Patience, ye Gods! but I am link'd ſor 
Liſe: | 


The 


(a4) 
The Knot's too faſt, tis noodle to explains 
ge e e e 


"< Se SAS. 76 74 "IS 
\ 4 dads b 


11 1 


TherLivg je de „ 1 1: 
When he fills all the Foreſt with Dread, 


1s Late nun aug d. 
If once Fealouſy gets in ber Head. 


Hera e Ferment.of Fur, 
No ching the Fompeſtcan bil, 


be ualats us Lau, Jude ar Ju, 


Her darling Revenge fo * 21/0 
the a lo th 2; 


1 204 1 4 fe 


TRE” 1k: a. 


2 LINDA in Chainr. 


3 * 
: F . 


A Bulb 7c? 
O piercing Anguiſh / 
DO eral Dei 
Here muſt I languiſh 
For Loft of Liberty. 
Enter Lady Ge 


So, 


(* 
So, Madam, — How d'ye . your my 
Lodging ? | 
Is not this better than in Deſarts ding! 
Maxx. Madam, I ſte through all your ſaucy 
SNeer —— —© 
You may provoke my Scorn, but not my 
Fear. 
Lady. Your boaſted Courage I'm reſolv'd to try, 


Behold this Dagger, and prepare to die. 
[Draws « Dagger. 


| DUETEQ... 

Maux. Since yon ve robb'd me of my Tres 
fare, 

Liſe is now no more a Pleaſure : 

Death is welcome evi u. from you. 


Lady. Since you've robb'd me of my Tr eaſure, 
In your Death is all my Pleaſure : 
Vengeance, Vengeance is my Due. 


Euter Gubbins with Jailor aud Guards. 


Daughter, ſorbear, and let your Fury ceaſe ; 
For know I'm come poor Mau xy to releaſe. 
Lady. My Father too my Foc! Patience is vain 
Gab. Marg'ry thy Pride, I think, has twn'd 
thy Brain. | 


wh D Lady. 


* 


626) 
Gub. — —— Nay, FR wa Re, 
| [To Fetter. 

| Jails, cure her, till ſhe grows more quiet. 
LEx. Gub. Maux. c. 


Lady Mock · ſola. 
Tus is enough to make a Woman mad — 
I'll be reveng d, if Vengeance can be had. 


* 


Thus diſiracted, thus tormented, 
| Nothing ſhall my Rage delay; 
- Never will I reſt contented - 
Till my Vengeance makes it way. 
= [Exit Lady. 
= SC EN E III. Gubbins's Houſe. 


Murx aT in DA did GuneiNGs. 
Aux . This wond'rous Goodneſs how can 1 
repay 
Gub Oh ! you ſhall make it up another way. 
4 ¶ Cburſtiag her under the Chis, 
Sweet Mauxalinda, if you can forſake 
All other Men for Gaffar Gabbin, ſake, 
=_ And prove tohim a true and faichful Wife, 
=_ Wich all I have I'll Jointure thee for Life. 
AIR, 


(27) 


ATR. 
Does my Soul of Souls in ſſaue: 
For her Charm of Charms expiring, 
Ire her fond Adorer crave. 
[Ledy Moore over-hearing. 
Maxx. Since they ve depriv'd me of my dear- 
eſt Knight, [ Aſide. 
Ill marry Gabbins merely out of Spight. 
And gr 6 I'm Madam Marg ry Mother. in. 
By Jove, Ill keep her Ladyſhipin awe. 


{ Tiras M end fins 


AIR. 


Then come to my Arms, old Dad, 
And fondle thine own dear Honey : 
If Love is too late to be had, 
Let's make up the Loſi with Money, 

[They Embrace. 


[To them Lady Moors. 
Lab. Why Father, what d'ye mean? 


G2. —— What's that to you? 
I'm old enough to know what tis I do. 


D 3 Zarer 


4  (oa&) 
4 j ny þ Ent or M oo Kt, 


O joyſul Sight my Metixalinds freed ! 
> Thanks noble Gubbins for this gen vous Decd: 
8 3 to my Arms. k 
r 2 [Runs zs embrace her. 
Sinns — vo 9 $5 0014, ( {Gubbins enter poſing. 
9 — Not ſo·— 
- She! $ now frag Meuxalinds, rennt know 
HTS 0 ' "| Lady comes up to Moore. 
Lud: Howe can . — ends ſodear ? 
T Moore. My _ 2 _ my TIT Genius 
'Þ here! (41 Ruß : 7 
=. Lady. 1 came, Sir, a Wife my 7 Right to * ? 
. Moore Of me you ſhall have nothing but the 
Name. ü A 
Lug No Nuptial Kinda? —— 
Moore.... Not one ſingle Kiſs. 
Lady. Harb arian, did ſt thou marry me for this? 
Mas Henceforth no Huzband hope to find 


of me, 
Till youn more gentle * ſubmiſſive be. 


Beneath one Noof, with each a ſep rate Bed, 
35 übe ae wiſh each other dead. 
ö e il on [Lady afide. | 
4 | {ION | To Moore, 
| 1 | O. 


— 
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| O, Sir! your Looks, your Words haveriv'd ivday 


Heart | 

No other Puniſhment, but Beds to part? —— 
See at your Feet, your Pardon I implore;- 
I never will provoke your Anger more. 


Moore. What Farce is this! ———— | ) 
IL. No Farce, my deareſt Life, 


But a Converted and Obedient Wife. 


Ever, ever Þ'll attend von, 
Tour Content ſhall crown my Care. 


Moore. Come to my Arms, thou CRE 
my Life, 


Henceforthmy beſt beloy'd,and vit. 


DUET TO. 
O happy Transformation ! 
O feet Reconciliation / 
DO joyous bleſt Event 
Moore. And now, my Marg ry, may ſt thou 
ever be [ Embracing Lady Moore. 
As kind to Moore, as he is fond of thee. 


Maux. 


(0 
Aue Lwithyou Joy,” Sir May the ever be 
As true 3 „ re 
<q 05% 7: [Ala 
* Gubi"Why tow all's right Call d the 
Country in; 5 
Keep Open-Houſe, and let the Sports begin. 
e 
unnd Moote'romes ſormerd, * 
Moore. Henceforth gt Piſcord and Difſeotion 


ceaſe, 
While we all live-in Harmony and Peace. 
Gab. And five of Wedlth and Children great 


1 f — 
_— 1 L : | | 
« # Q * . . . ; 


to. l. CH OR U. 8. | 
8 your Voices, crack your Strings; 

Blow your Cheeks of Sound away, 

This moſt Glorious Holiday. 
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CHORUS OF CHORUSSES 


„ BRAVO. " 

+ BRAVISSIMOYL © © » 

CARO! an? 
CARISSIMO! 

AM —— —H! 

DOLCE! 

BELLA! 


II Fins, 


